A?                                 PREFACE

years ago sheltered Father Edouard Sorin. There was
another lost child! What was that French priest doing
in that wilderness? The magnificent buildings of a
great university are there to give answer. If he were
to return today, Father Sorin would express only one
regret. A statue has been raised to him. We may be
very sure that he did not ask even that much. He
laboured neither for America nor for France, but for
an ideal which surpasses both; and it is in that respect
that he was truly French.

If Cartier, Champlain, and the priests, monks, and
nuns who made Quebec were to return today to
Canada, would they believe that they had failed in
their mission? One need only read this book to know
the answer. These daring pioneers wished to plant the
Catholic Church in Canadian soil. It is there. They
wished to plant France there. France is not absent
from it. Perhaps we do not recognize it, at first glance,
integrated as it is in a new national unity in which it
might not even recognize itself, but after all, Jacques
Cartier did not make his voyages to Canada in order
to make ready the coming of the Fourth Republic.
France's language is still spoken there; the songs of its
sailors and soldiers are not forgotten there; its artisans
and its husbandmen have taken root there; like the
patriarch of Scripture it has become the father of a
great nation whose history can already be written and
which, if it is no longer Nouvelle France, is still a new
France, attentive in its heart to the counsels of a past
which it understands, because that past is its own
handwork. In itself it teaches the great art, known by
those who live on the land, of enduring under all
regimes; and whatever the future may bring, its loyalty
may always be counted on, but it will always belong